742                               INSIDE U. S. A.
more will be saved in time. "The gullies are being healed, the scars of erosion are on the mend/' The small terraces on small hillside farms are a work of engineering exactly comparable to the monumental dams; both seek to avoid peril from water, and each puts live water to fruitful work. Lilienthal's own words about the general philosophy behind this are the following:
There is a grand cycle in nature. The lines of those majestic swinging arcs are nowhere more clearly seen than by following the course of electric power in the Tennessee Valley's way of life. Water falls upon a mountain slope six thousand feet above the level of the river's mouth. It percolates through the roots and the sub-surface channels, flows in a thousand tiny veins, until it conies together in one stream, then in another, and at last reaches a TVA lake where it is stored behind a dam. Down a huge steel tube it falls, turning a water wheel. Here the water's energy is transformed into electricity, and then, moving onward toward the sea, it continues on its course, through ten such lakes, over ten such water wheels. Each time, electric energy is created. That electricity, carried perhaps two hundred miles in a flash of time, heats to incredible temperatures a furnace that transforms inert phosphate ore into a chemical of great possibilities. That phosphatic chemical, put upon his land by a farmer, stirs new life in the land, induces the growth of pastures that capture the inexhaustible power of the sun. Those pastures, born of the energy of phosphate and electricity, feed the energies of animals and men, hold the soil, free the streams of silt, store up water in the soil. Slowly the water returns into the great man-made reservoirs, from which more electricity is generated as more water from the restored land flows on its endless course.
Such a cycle is restorative, not exhausting. It gives life as it sustains life. The principle of unity has been obeyed, the circle has been closed. The yield is not the old sad tale of spoliation and poverty, but that of nature and science and man in the bounty of harmony.
I visited several demonstration farms, and marveled. One had been "uncovered" five years ago; its land was steadily washing away, right down to the barren clay. My guide, W. M. Landess, an eloquent man who had seen it all from the beginning, kept murmuring, "What a transformation!" The neat terraced fields, once deserted, were growing corn; the nontilled land was resting; part was "under cover" with soil-protecting and water-holding crops, like crimson clover. Before TVA came in, the farmer had simply retreated, year by year, before the marching forces of erosion; now h$ is attacking. The back part of his 125 acres had been abandoned; it grew only "poverty-land" crops like sassafras. Now it's producing hogs and beef. "If only I could convey it to you!" he exclaimed.
No farmer in the area is obliged thus to improve himself. The TVA